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a great deal when you speak to him about it. Things
might be worse. I wish I was as easy about the Duke
of Brecon. 1 met him this morning and rode with him, to
show there was no change in my feelings.'

CHAPTER LXXXVI.

THE world goes on with its aching hearts and its smiling
faces, and very often, when a year has revolved, the world
finds out there was no sufficient cause for the sorrows or
the smiles. There is much unnecessary anxiety in the
world, which is apt too hastily to calculate the conse-
quences of any unforeseen event, quite forgetting that, acute
as it is in observation, the world, where the future is con-
cerned, is generally wrong. The Duchess would have liked
to bury herself in the shades of Brentham, but Lady Cori-
sande, who deported herself as if there were no care at
Crecy House except that occasioned by her brother's rash
engagement, was of opinion that * Mamma would only
brood over this vexation in the country,' and that it would
be much better not to anticipate the close of the waning
season. So the Duchess and her lovely daughter were seen
everywhere where they ought to be seen, and appeared the
pictures of serenity and satisfaction.

As for Bertram's affair itself, under the manipulation of
St. Aldegonde it began to assume a less anxious and more
practicable aspect. The Duke was desirous to secure his
son's happiness* but wished nothing to be done rashly. If,
for example, in a year's time or so, Bertram continued in
the same mind, his father would never be an obstacle to
his well-considered wishes. In the meantime an oppor-
tunity might offer of making the acquaintance of the young
lady and her friends.